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lous chance. But she would scream, and that would be
unpleasant. Amos was confounded by the dilemma of the
masculine day-dream: a girl supernaturally chaste and
infinitely lascivious. Girls, in point of fact, were either solely
chaste, so that one couldn't get them, or solely lascivious*
so that everyone but oneself got them: which wasn't satis-
factory.

Then he remembered Karni and relented. But how was
he ever to visit Karni again? Why didn't she live in less
redoubtable surroundings, not among Ethiopians who ate
money.

Then he heard the sounds of men running, scuffling, crying.
What was wrong? He feared that they were chasing after
him, and shrank back under the bush, into the many-patched
Venus; but what had he done? Nothing that anyone knew
about. What was only in his head wasn't a crime. He lay
quaking for a long while, inventing excuses, and then crept
out. There was no one to be seen along the wide garden.
Various articles strewn about suggested flight; but what
enemy could be marching on Rome? Amos saw a fine
yellow-brown cloak, and coveted it violently. It was exactly
the shade of his shoes. If he owned the cloak, he needn't
be ashamed of his shoes any more. He approached the cloak
and decided to take the risk. As soon as he saw anyone,
he would call "Who's lost a cloak?" Then they couldn't
accuse him of stealing it. He took it up, fondled it, and
tip-toed towards the gate.

There was no one in the street. The last thieves had
retreated, and Amos couldn't see the drunken man lying
under the upturned stall, or the young pair of lovers who,
too dazed to run, were embracing with feverish haste in an
abandoned litter.

He crept out through the gate. All the buildings seemed
twice as big. Was it the end of the world? Had everyone
died but Amos? Had the Messiah come and led away the
armies of the faithful and the damned? The thought made
the flesh of Amos stiffen with dread. What terrible game was
Yahwe playing with him? Poor Amos, pity the lad. He
wasn't either a sinner or a saint; he was simply lost, not
wanted, unjudged. Why should he be left when the rest of